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	Darkened Moonlight

**Darkened Moonlight**

**FOR THOSE WHO READ THIS BEFORE 12:20 ON 4/9/16 - THE PROBLEM HAS BEEN FIXED!**

**"Prologue: She's Been Forgotten"**

The cold night was obscured, the only thing in sight was the houses evenly spaced from one another. A bitter breeze washed through the neighborhood, the gals howled into the surrounding trees that held falling leaves that were crunched by passer-byers. Even though the sun had just set not even an hour ago, the streets were empty and their lights turned off, leaving the street in the dark.

A two-story house was unseen by all, the windows lit up with lights as they shown through the frame. The yard wasn't big, and wasn't small, just enough space to hang out in whether it be children or adults. A few trees scattered the property, the grass a nice healthy green that looked to be recently cut.

Inside the house children were laughing, giggling, and playing. A little girl levitated the toy animals around her, making a stag nudge one of her siblings and had a little dog nudge the other. A wolf tramped around them, a rat laid on the other side of the room, forgotten. The little girl watched as her siblings laughed and giggled, a small smile on her face as she played with her ability to make her family happy.

Two little babies, born not even a year ago today, sat there and watched as their elder sister made the stag, wolf, and dog jump around them. And while they laughed and played, they always kept an eye on the Elder. They had long ago realized that she didn't smile as much as she was supposed to, her eyes a darker shade then their mothers, and her hand shakier than usual sometimes. Even when mother and father didn't see it, the twins did and they wanted to make her smile as well. Even now, when their parents were right in front of them, they did not realize the things that the younger children did.

Elder was sick. No one seemed to notice though. Except them.

The couple on the couch watched their children play, watched as the dog made a fool of itself as it ran into the stag and wolf. They had noticed that the rat was not in the play of their daughter's magic, and every time they tried to make her have the rat in the scene she created, she would throw it to the farthest wall and wouldn't even look at them for the rest of the day, or until her stubborn streak ran out and she wanted something that she could not get for herself.

They never thought anything of it, and after this night they would finally see the signs that their eldest was trying to warn them about.

Outside these hollowed walls a war was raging, screams were pierced throughout the air million miles away and people were losing their lives. The couple always had that in mind when they watched their children play and thought about the other parents who would never be able to for their children were dead. They had to stay in this house where to them it was almost like a jail cell, one in which they were imprisoned in. Their minds were tortured with the knowledge that they could not go onto the battle field and could not fight alongside their friends, that they had no idea what had become of them or even if they were alive. It was these thoughts that kept them up at night, why their eyes were bloodshot and had darkening bags under their eyes and why they were so pale and their smiles seemed so strained.

They would not be able to do anything but hold their children tight if the floo ever rang through to tell them about the death of one of their dear friends, how they would never see that person again and what they had left behind in their wake. They would be told they fought bravely, fought valiantly, but in the end it would be lies because before they had the children they were the ones out on the battlefield and they saw that the ones who died rarely left an impact on the war raging around them.

They would have died in vain.

It was with these thoughts running through their head that Fate had decided the course the family would make on this night. It was this night that would forever be known and celebrated. It was this night, October 31st, 1980, on All Hallows Eve, that split this family apart.

Across the abandon street walked a figure with a black cloak thrown over their shoulders, their pace steady and their gait confident. In front of him laid the very house that no one else could see, the ward falling down for him even though he was the enemy of the people in the house it was protecting. He walked to the door, wand in his hand, and blasted it open with a flash of orange light.

The couple locked gazes for nothing more than a mere sixth of a second, both of them thinking the same thought as the realization of what had transpired sunk in. _They had been betrayed._ And without further warning the red headed mother ran to the children, picked the two little ones up and had the third dragged with her as they raced up the stairs to get away from the oncoming fight.

The messy brunette that appeared to be the father of the children ran in front of the stairs, wand at the ready, curses being thrown out of his mouth before he could even register them in his mind. None of the light colored spells hit the cloaked figure, flying off of the shield as soon as it came into contact with its target. It mattered not what the father threw at him, the man would deflect it as none of them were on the borderline dark that could have broken his shield. Even so the father grew desperate, willing himself to break through the shield even though his prayers were said in vain. He could not defeat a man with more than thirty years on him, could not even think to do so when compared with magical level. The only thing that repeated in his mind were the thoughts: _Keep them safe, we've been betrayed, keep them safe._ And on and on it went, the thought never wavering even if his hand did. And in that one waver of tiredness, the hooded figure attacked, sending the black haired man into the wall without any chance of waking up any time soon.

It would forever be a mystery to the world as why the parents were spared that day he attacked, a reason never been explained and probably never will. Some might speculate that the reason he was spared was because of his status as a pureblood and did not want to waste any more precious blood from being spilt. Others would say he was spared so he could be convinced to join his cause, and if he had survived that night he would make the father see the way he saw things. No one would ever know the reason things came to pass as they did, no one but a little girl with eyes so green it hurt to just think about looking into them.

The woman heard the attacks shot by her husband and his opponent, heard it when the man she called her lover was shot down like an insect. She could only hope that he was alive, but she knew very well he was more than likely dead. That monster had no reason to spare him, much less anyone else in this household.

As soon as she had reached the room she had put the twins in their cribs, her first born had come to stand a step behind her, looking at the female she called mother with a detached gaze as the woman tried not to panic in front of her children. However, the eyes that were older than hers broke her and the mother reached down to hold her eldest in the tightest hug you could imagine, stifling a sob that shook her form as she clutched her baby to her. She whispered her love for her daughter over and over again, a note of pleading in her voice that had never been there in hope that some deity out there would hear her prayers and save her children.

The door blew apart, scattering the pieces of off-white wood around the room in an explosion that the mother tried to keep from hitting her children by throwing herself in front of them, trying to have her back take the most impact from the eruption. She tried to find a way to save her babies, tried to think of a way to have this monster have mercy on three children that had become her life as soon as they were born. And then it came to her. She would have to beg and plead for mercy on her children's lives, and even that could not guarantee her angels' safety. She had to try.

When she turned to face the person who murdered her husband, who would murder her, and then her children, she could do nothing but look into his horrid red eyes and plead for her children lives, offering hers in return just so her babies could see another second of life. She knew she wouldn't live to see them grow up, knew that they would probably join her in the afterlife not long after she departed, and if he somehow did accept her plead then they would grow up with their godfather and godmother, and they would be the ones who would be called _mom_ and_ dad._ And for all that she was thankful for them, she couldn't not admit that thought hurt more than she thought it would. Her families' Destiny was in Fate's hands, and it teetered from one end to the other. From life and death. And she could only hope that Fate would be merciful to three kids and give them a chance to _live._

And because of her plead, Fate chose a much more… sinister path instead.

The curse that came out of the monster's wand was a bright red, the words on his lips shaped differently than the mother was expecting, and the mother knew no more.

She fell into oblivion before her unconscious body hit the rugged floor.

The being walked closer, kicking the red head aside, away from the crib and to the other half of the room, wondering why he was being so damn merciful today when his main objective was to kill theses' fool's children in cold blood. He could understand the mother, could understand why he had spared her because even though his followers were loyal to him, he was just as loyal in turn. One of his most loyal followers had pleaded with him to spare the mudblood's life, giving so many facts as to do so he could not refuse. And if he denied to request, he could have very well have had a rebellion on his hands.

He stopped in front of the white crib, the person in front of it staring at him with emotionless eyes that was the same color of the Unforgivable curse that he pondered if it was from genetics or because of a spell that had made her eyes that hue. There was no emotion in her eyes, much like him when he was smaller, but in the depths of green he could see the same spark that went on in him. It was the look of defiance that he showed the world as well as that unwavering fear that he had once had. He couldn't hold back the chuckle that escaped his throat from the irony the situation held.

Here was a child from a Light family, one that was not supposed to breed anything near the grey area, and yet this child was so much like him when he was younger, a creature that held the appearance of Light but in reality was anything but. As he raised his wand to cast the curse that had passed his lips more than once, a distant part of his soul screamed at him that he would regret what he was about to do. It shrieked at him not to let those words pass his lips in her presence, but like every other time he ignored it. And that piece of his soul raged at him, begging for him to stop.

And then he said the most unforgiving curse that one could utter.

_"Avada Kedavra."_

Everything seemed to slow down, the girl's eyes not leaving his for a moment as the curse went to its target, the intent to kill with every spark there was. Time stopped, the gaze of the being he meant to kill glowing an unmistakable green that he was sure would kill him. The curse meant for the girl was redirected, and flung back at him. And just before it hit, he could have sworn that she had held a sadness in her gaze that was close to heartbreak.

The damage done to the room was instant, the explosion creating a fire on top of the ceiling and bits of wood raining down around them. Soon the windows broke as well, and the Elder had no choice but to try to cover her two siblings with her body, tried to keep the backlash on the twins a minimum. And while she kept the majority of the outcome at bay, pieces of magically infused wood and glass touched her sibling's skin hard enough to leave a permanent scar on their bodies. The boy's arm, which had been flung out as the Elder tried to protect his main organs, was hit with pieces of wood that scattered across his arm, looking as if they were ashes flying in the wind. The girl's chest, in which the Elder could not protect because she was more concerned with her head and abdomen, had been hit with shards of glass. When it was healed theses marks would soon be labeled as a phoenix rising out of the ashes as it is reborn.

Fate's decision was final.

And Destiny couldn't change Fate.

~000~

The sun was in slumber, the moon awake and shinning down on the little village that was in view. And if you looked close enough in the right house, you would see a little figure staring at the darkening sky as she sat upon her window sill. If you could see inside her head you would be able to tell that even though her eyes were on the moon, her mind was on the ticking of the clock as it counted down to midnight.

As the seconds ticked by, and the eyes of bright emeralds darkened, the girl waited, hoped, in futile. She knew no one in this household, because they were no longer her _family_, as disgusting as the word had become to her, had remember the day's date, the day's _meaning,_ nor did they care.

They tried to find time for her, tried to be the parents she deserved, but it mattered not what they did or thought. The damage had already been done. Her heart shredded and scarred, her trust broken like fragile glass. It didn't matter what they said, she knew that they didn't mean anything. Words were just words, they did not mean anything nor could they really do anything to the people they were directed towards. They did not hold the happiness or sadness, simply giving false hope and a sense of security. Words meant very little in the grand scheme of things.

And it was only proven again on this day.

Her birthday.

The little girl woke up early that day, and when she went down for breakfast expecting her parents as well as her younger siblings to be there to wish her a happy birthday, and only finding a note on the counter for an explanation and an order for the house-elves to watch over her, her heart had earned another scar.

Last year she had forgiven them because of everything going on at the time and because they had remembered it at least, even if she didn't get a huge birthday party like her little siblings. She knew panic was still over the horizon, knew that uncertainty was still around the corner at every turn. But that had been a year ago, a year ago in which things had settled down and people were moving on as well as making lives and celebrating unions and holidays.

And even when her family had gotten home that evening, they did not spare a glance in her direction as they bustled around the kitchen trying to make dinner for the two children. And after the dinner for four was done and cleaned, the parents took the twins to bed and went to sleep themselves. Not once did they even give a hint of acknowledgment towards her, and she was standing right in the door frame.

As the clock continued to give the illusion of time being calculated by the human mind, the girl is listening to every tick and with every tick she is wishing with all her heart that she was never born into this family that had once been so nice to her but then turned neglectful, that she could live a life where she was the one who got the most attention to by her parent, where she was loved by her family, where she was free from this life. And she prayed to magic for it to happen.

The clock struck twelve.

The room was empty of any living being, the mark on the family tree that held the girl's place breaking and falling off, disappearing into thin air.

Ember Lily Potter, vanished, died to all those who knew her, and was never seen again.

And it was the very thing she had wished for.

~000~

The couple didn't notice anything odd the next morning. Everything seemed to be the same, and no one was crying, shouting. Everything was nice and quiet, peaceful, even. They got the twins up at the usual morning, the room filling with laughter and joy as they sat down for breakfast as soon as it was made. As they set the dishes out for the servants to take care of and put the twins in their playroom, they couldn't help but feel they were forgetting something. As they made their way down to the living room, a delayed shock wave echos in their core that connects each family member that stores their energy. It was a rippled effect, the pain traveling not only through their center but their bodies and brains as well. Something was – or had been – detached from their very beings. It was not something like being taken to the next realm, but simply it was torn away from them by the universe itself.

The pain had passed almost a half an hour later, the couple glanced at each other in alarm and in confusion, panic swirling within them for the fear of the unknown. The parents hoped beyond hope that the family tapestry would hold some kind of hint at what happened, some kind of clue they could use to help them figure out what made them ache in pain not only in body but as well as heart.

They reached the living room where they kept the tapestry, their eyes immediately flew to the large piece of cloth at the back of the room on the far wall, away from the windows that allowed the sunlight into the room. When their eyes had ranked over the upper and outer branches what seemed to be a million of times, they made their eyes look towards their own branch of the family tree, the main branch.

It appeared to be the same as yesterday. The one closet to the trunk of the tree still held the father, and next to him was the mother, a branch from the father reaching out and wrapping itself around the new addition to the family tree. Bellow them were three branches, the second and third still holding the twins since that day two years ago since they were brought into this world. They had to do a double check when they saw the first branch, however.

The first branch of the mother and father, meaning the first child and more than likely the heir. When they looked down the branch, expecting to find their eldest daughter's face and name, all they saw was a broken twig, no picture or curly writing insight.

Their daughter, their first born, was no longer here, in any way, shape, or form.

**Alright, so far this is tied for being third place in my poll. I hope I will not regret putting this up here because I still feel the need to go back through and redo it a thousand times over. I want you guys to know, I have been planning this fanfiction out for over a year. I have actually made profiles for every character I have made and every character that is going to be in this fanfiction. However even after that year, I am still in the process of ironing out the edges. I only have one more chapter before I have to continue writing, and I'm planning on re-writing that chapter as well. I have no idea when this will be updated, but it will be updated. I've spent way too much time planning it out to let it drop.**

**I'm not quiet sure how I want to go with this story though. I sort of want to split my protagonist's Hogwarts years into different stories instead of into one. What do you guys think? I just cannot decide. I feel like this story will drag on forever if its not split up, but I understand the frustration of having to go through the author's profile to find the sequel as well. In the end I guess its really your choice. I'm hoping to make each year at least fifty chapters long, so keep that in mind.**

**My profile has a poll what I should update next, and this was in tied in third. I'm actually really surprised at what's in second. You guys really want Four Unlikely Friends that badly? I know only 19 or so people have voted, but still. I was actually expecting that one not to even get any votes. The reason I didn't post it? I'm still deciding on the path I want to take with it. I'm deciding between two.**

**Anyways, thanks for checking out the beginning of Darkened Moonlight. I'm sure you'll guys love it once we get deeper into it.**

**Love, Night**


End file.
